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One 


Author's Notes: 
Broken and wasted dreams. 


| closed my eyes lying on this messy bed in this messy apartment, the sun trying to come in around the 
blinds. | felt the echo of a hangover, just the faintest pulse of a headache. Then | opened them, because lying 


on this bed with me was my favorite person in the world right now, Monique. 


"So I'm gonna have a band," she said in her lazy way, her big eyes travelling over the whole room like she was 


looking across huge vistas in fucking Europe or something. 


"Oh, yeah?" | said, and she turned to me, a sharp look in her eyes, like she thought | didn't believe her. Then 


the look softened, and she smiled, and she reached out and caressed my cheek. 


"Yeah, and it's gonna be called Rocket Queen," The dreamy look crept back into her eyes, and | thought of the 


bands | was gonna have. Hollywood Rose, LA. Guns, AXL, but then | remembered, | was Axl now. 


"lm gonna have a band, too," | said, because | didn't have one right now. The sun was shining off a needle that 
was balanced on the edge of the dresser, just that one slice of sun managed to come in and illuminate it. | saw 
the faint track marks on her perfect arms, creamy white, porcelain, no fat on her anywhere, just beautiful 
toned muscle. She was the kind of girl | wouldn't have dared talk to back in Indiana, so beautiful, her large eyes 
like glass, her perfect body that curved and dipped and swelled everywhere that it should. But things were 
different here, | was different here. 


"Yeah," she said, smiling her wide smile. We could all have bands, and when she included you, you felt like 


anything was possible. 


"My band is gonna have all girls in it," she said, smiling and winking at me as she excluded me and everyone of 
my gender. It was okay. She could do and say whatever she wanted, as long as she let me lay here in her 


presence. 


"Just girls?" | said, pretending to sound hurt, looking down at the ashes that had been ground into the bed 
sheets. 


"Yeah, no guys telling us what to do and what to say and how to play our instruments," She starts out serious 
but everything she says ends up with a little twist of sarcasm. She rolled toward me and stretched like a cat, 


and | swear | could almost hear her purr. 


"Axl, do you want to be in my band?" she said, snaking her arm around my neck and pulling me close to her, 
and then she nibbled on my ear. | closed my eyes, they just slipped shut, and | felt my breathing begin to 
speed up and become shallow. | nodded as she kissed my neck. Of course | would be in her band. I'd do anything 


she said to do. She was the Rocket Queen. 


As suddenly as she began to caress me and kiss me she let me go, and | felt the cold of her sudden absence. 
She had rolled the other way and was leaning over the bed, reaching for something on the floor. | watched her, 
watched the round swell of her ass as she stretched away from me, | watched the flat black sheen of 
shoulder length hair that framed her face like a picture frame. 


She came back up, clutching a crumpled pack of cigarettes and she delicately plucked one out and handed it to 
me, then she took one out for herself and lit it, and | watched the smoke curl and twist toward the ceiling, 


adding one more layer of yellow to the grime. 


She leaned back and smoked liked royalty, and | gazed at her from the corners of my eyes. | lit the cigarette 
she gave me, not the kind | usually smoked and it didn't draw right, but it was okay. Everything was okay 


around her. | was in the warm glow of her presence. 


"Axl, do you think I'll have a band?" she said, intensity and tears in her eyes, and | wondered if she was serious 
or not. | idolized her above all others, but the truth was | didn't think she'd have a band, even though she 
could sing, her voice gravelly and smoky and shining somehow, like gleaming metal beneath rocks. | glanced at 


the needle that balanced on the edge of the dresser and the track marks on her arms, they looked like old cat 


scratches. She'd die a junkie's death, seizing in some seedy hotel room. She'd get murdered in some back alley, 
struggling and twisting to get away but it would be too late. It was just the life she was living. | loved the "on- 
the-edge" quality of her life, but | didn't think she'd do anything or fulfill any dreams. 


"No," | said quietly, looking her straight in the eye. She looked back, unblinking. 


"Yeah, well, I'll show you," she said, standing up, and | noticed that her legs and arms were really too skinny, 
the muscle wasted away, revealing the straight lines of the bones beneath. | noticed her cheekbones were too 
prominent, her large eyes in deep sockets. She turned away and took two toddling steps toward the needle on 
the dresser, and she tossed it on the bed as she dug in the dresser for the baggie filled with heroin 


